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“IT IS good to be ugly,”

Beauty is

tion?”

Beauty Only Skin Deep:
Ugliness Goes to the Bone™

says Arthur Stringer, the novel-

ist. “If | had a small daughter whose face was long
and narrow, suggesting the horse; or short and broad, sug-
gesting the owl; if her eyes were out of plumb and her nose
crooked and her mouth inclined to monopolize her face |
would give her this sincere counsel:
you are ugly, for you will get what you want and keep what
you get, and that is life as we all want it to be.’

“It is the imperfect that really appeals to man. He
cherishes the Venus with the lost arms. There is a chill in
both the mtuipor and exterior of beauty.

only skin deep, but ugliness goes to the bone.
Ugliness is an aid to both love and success. Who is so great
as Bernhardt, and who so ugly and of so compelling fascina-

—Arthur Stringer.

‘My daughter, be glad

It is a refrigerator.
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Har#lest Reputation in the World to Live Down Is the Reputation
of Being a Beauty— Even Her Husband Couldn’t Forget It.

BY PAULINE FREDERICEK.
LEASE, whatever you say
of me, vou think of me,
please, oh please, dov not call me
2 beauty'

I don‘t mind If yom call me &
great artist. | don't mind if you refer
Forty-second Street Duse,
or the Sarah Bernhardt of America, but
if you nave any regard whatever for my
feelings I beg of you not to refer to
me as a beautiful woman.

And why? I will tell yon why. 1
bave spent ten of the hest years of my
Mfe trying to become a real artist of the
stage. 1 have studied late and long, 1
bave observed life and people to the best
of my ability, I have observed actors and
aciressex in an endeavor to perfect my-
sell in every branch and angle of my art

And pow after | have done this and
ge upon the gtage In a part everybody
forgets the part and how I am playing
it and all | bear is “What & besuty
Paulins Frederick is!"™

L'ke every other woman in the world
{ want to be as atlractive as nature will
ot ma, ] am glad I bave good looks

please,
whatever

to me as the

just as every woman is glad when she
has good looks. But you can't realize
bow keenly disappointed 1 am when val-
uable space in the newspapers is devoted
to a description of my good looks In-
stead of to comment upon my work.

Of course 1 would not deny that
beauty is an asset and a very great
asset to a person who intends to em-
bark upon a stage career. But beauty
without anything else to go with it s
useless, worthless, There are many
girls with good looks who seek a place
on the stage and think that their good
looks are going to earry them to suc-
cess. They stick In one place, haven't
Lthe sense to realize why they get no
farther, and then berate the stage be-
cause it doesn't know abllity whec It
sees it}

Good looks are helpfal to success but
they are only one of the things and pot
by sny means the .most important one
that brings success. Many of the great-
est actresses In the world possessed lit-
tie real beauty.

Surely vou can think of no grest
sctress who possessed or .—-, the

beauty which is commonly described as
being composed of “regular features, a
perfect complexion, a Venus-like figure,
soulful eyes, a wealth of wavy tresses"”
and all the other points that gd”ln such
the “ideal classification™?

Being women, our great aclresses
would give much to possess such beauty,
but they are great artists in spite of the
absence of these distinguishing marks.
Duse, Bernhardt, Fiske—do they come
under . tNe classification of great stage
artists and does any one of them fit into
the “ideal classification?”

The hardest reputation in the world
to live down is the reputation of beauty
—especlally for one who aspires to real
fame rather than a passing reputation.
You can live down a reputation for wick-
edness, for cruelty, for ugliness, but once
you have become moted as a beautiful
wWOmAaR you €an no more get away from
it thas you can get away from your con-
sclence. Once a beauty always a beauty.
And opop = beauty you can naver be
considered from any other standpoint.

Wheaever my manager sends me to &
photographer | fsel like making faces at

the camera, because I know the operator
Is trying his best to get a “"good ple-
ture,” by which he means the sort of
picture that the press agent can most

readily land on the beauty page of a
newspaper.
Instead of expressing any character

or inward purpose this sort of plcture
must be sweet and simpering. 1t must
not be so beautiful as it must be silly In
its affectation. The whole thing Is quite
disgusting to me.

The most delightful experience of my
life occurred in Boston a eouple of years
ago. I had promised to appear at a very
small charity entertainment. 1 did not
anpounce what my contribution to the
program would be. [ simply said I
would be on hand at a certain hour.

All of the announcements as usual
and to my chagrin spoke of the "beau-
tiful Miss Frederick™ as one of the en-
tertainers. When | arrived at the big
hotel where the affair was to be held 1
couldn't get to the assembly room until
[ swore that I was the maid of a cer-
taln famous sctress who I knew was
taking part that day.

I finally reached the stage just as the
manager was apologizing for my ab-
sence and when he saw me walk down to
the footlights he almost fainted. I didn't
wait for an introduction but fairly push-
ing him into the wings, I returned to
the eenter of the sisge and began a recl-
tation that soon had the sudience bowl-
ing with merriment.

For an encore 1 gave & serious reel-
tation that brought tears to the eyes of

many—and they weren't tears of lsugh- “ your health in vinegar.'
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ter either. 1 thought they would never
let me go but finally | reached the wings
and removing my wig, & clumsy travel
stained ulster and as much of my make-
up as possible, | transformed myself
from an awkward Swedish servant girl
to the “‘Beautiful Pauline Frederick

1 left the gasping stage manager to an-
nounce my identity to the audience while
I fed from the place. The applause that
I received that day was sweelér on my
eqrs than any 1 have received since. 1
appreciated it because it was given (o
me for my abllity as an actress and not
becaunse | was the “beautiful Pauline
Frederick.”™

I very often feel that one of the rea-
SONE MY mMAarriage was not a sYceess was
that my husbapd, Frank M. Andrews. of
New York, considered me as a beautiful
woman and perhaps little else, 1 thought

my ‘marriage was going te be a door e

a career. But my husbang’'s ldea of It
was o wall which should be built around
A woman

1 had ma® 10,000 people a week
laugh. I had made 10,000 people & week
cry. And yet I wasg asked to give up all
this to be a chatelaine in the apartment
of a busy architect, intent-upon his own
devices and satisfied that 1 Would appear
across the dinmer table from him every
night.

My husband was a famous architect—
a millionaire architect. He was the ar-

BEAUTY!
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the new

chitect of the Hotel MeAlpin,
Equitable building and a score of other

skyscrapers, He was a business and so-
clal assoclate of Charles P. Taft.

Now, he was living a full, big man's
Itfe. He was coming into contact with
the world every minute of his time and
with men and the world.
Imagine what it would have meant to

women of

him if I had asked him to forsake It all

and to pay attention to only me,
Imagine what it would mean to a man

directed the political moye-

community to be compelled

to drop politica at the behest of a wife

wha believed that politics was good for

] her husband

evervbody but
That was just the position | was In.

who has

ments of his

Everything 1 did my husband thought
was all right—except for me He want-
ed me to glve nup every real interest ia
life and be just a well dressed doll in his
bhome He wanted me to he a society
woman

Imagine me trying to play bridge,
bridge all day Ilemg with women whe

never had a real idea in all their lHves
We didn’t live in Brooklyn. you know,
where bridege is perhaps the last refuge
of a lonely mind

No people on earth so
staze folk They realize what a lovely
thing It 1s to have a cledn, healthy,
wholesome atmosphere o go to after
emerging from the personality of some
stage pharacter I believe in the repub-
lie of the home and the democracy of
the fireside

Stage women *when they marry sre
no different from other women. But the
excitement and exhilaration of success,
of their own mental activities, makes
impossible a do-nothing life such as a
society girl or woman who lives by busi-
ness routine enjoys.

love & home =8

Talking by Gestures

O the ordinary American the ges-

I tures and signs made by the Span-

lards in the course of their con-
versation xpenr to be very singular;
but to thosd who are conversing these
gestures add an additional emphasis.
C. Bogne Laffman, in "Quiet Days in
Spain,”” says:

“Rubbing the thumb on the forefinger,
as if sprinkling salt, means robbery, job-
bery, or something to do with money. The
forefinger wagged in front of the face
means a decided negative. All the fingers
pinched up and jerked towards the mouth
or throat means an invitation to dine, or
that food is abundant or gopd, or would
be welcome, or that one sheuld hurry
and eat more, It Is a sign of want, a
boast of plenty, and of hospitality, and
always reveals more of human character
than any words. E

“The hand wide open and the Iittle
finger and thumb wide apart bears s
rough resemblance to the cantara—drink-

ing pitcher. Held in this manner and
tipped towards the mouth, the hands sug-
gest & drink or t plenty of wine Is

about. The vido-om and trembling
band, held transversely to Lhs Dbody,
means disgust, indignation, or a plea for
fairness. The sudden ciapping of the

hands the hips meana. ‘I give
it up,’ nough,’ s fate I dripk
Pressing down
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the little finger with the thumb of the
other hand is equal to 'Here you have
the truth In its essence,' or ‘Accept it
from me.' The arms curved over the
head and the fingers snapped is an un-
mistakabie sign of joy or happiness, as
at sudden good news, or at a feast, or
merrymaking Stiffening the arm and
Jerking a thumb towards a shoulder Iim-
plies strength for any task or scheme.™
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Cossacks’ Superstitions.

0OSSACKS cannot be got to surren-

der. They have martial supersti-

tions about keepimg their horses
and [ances, preaferring death to aban-

doning either Before the Grand
Duke Nicholas® armies reached the
Warthe at Kolo the Cossack Nikita

Tchumakoff, with ten comrades, was cap-
tured through falling into an ambuscaile
Three days later Tchumakoff turned up
with two bullets through his clothes and
one through his thigh. He was horse-
leas, but carrisd his long lance. Tehumak-
off, without horse or weapons, had crept
during darkness from the tent in which
he slept. He got safely past the German
santries. Then he reflected that it was a
shame for a Cossack to lose his horse and
lance. So he crept back, facing the rigk
of being killed or recaptuved. He re
ecoverad hoth horse and lamce and gal-
loped away. The horse was killed by a
ghot from an ontpost. From his lance
Tchumakoff would not be parted.
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